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ful diction is doubtless one of the principal ingredients of all
literature; but elegant writing as such often palls and even
fails in its purpose, unless the core of it is inspired and lit up
by something true and vital, emerging out of the throbbing
and creative consciousness.   This is particularly true   of
languages such as Sanskrit and its vernaculars, which for
centuries have so perfected a technique of musical expression
and elegant writing that they have ceased even to be noticed
or treated as of any but ephemeral value.   Few languages
in the world, including French, Spanish and Italian, could
compare with the Braja dialect of Hindi at its best in the
sheer magic of words.   Even a comparatively modern Bengali
writer such as Michael Madhusudan Dutt, the author of
Meghanada vadha, wields a mastery of language, which has
rarely been equalled in any literature   whatsoever.   The
writing is characterized by not only a supreme capacity for
the appropriate choice of words adequate to every occasion,
but a spontaneous exuberance of verbal imagery.   This is,
however, not to say that writing such as this is of equal
significance either as literature or as an adequate reflection
of the inner mind of the people.   As a matter of fact, it is
remarkable what marked dichotomy there is even between
what is conventionally called literature and what is classified
as devotional poetry.   The distinction is not merely formal.
It goes to the very root of the many-sidedness of Life itself.
For instance, the utterances of the Upanishads are not in the
same class with the polished verses of Kalidasa or Bhava-
bhuti; nor are the rhapsodies of Mirabai or of the medieval
singers whether from the North or from the South, or the
imperious and clamant verses of Kabir in the same category
as the sophisticated compositions of writers who write for a
specialized audience, conscious of their dominion over every
artifice of composition.    Life is lived at a varying pitch of
intensity, though the amplitude of its oscillations generally
follows a regular pattern.   Despite all this there are moments
of crisis when Life swings like the sea itself, between extremes
of exaltation and despondency.   The mind despite its almost
unlimited sweep of imagination feels itself hopelessly circum-
scribed by the elements! facts of nature.   While conventional
literature is absorbed ia and deals with the inexhaustible